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would throw all the rest into confusion. We have need of
flags and frontiers for centuries to come, perhaps for ever.
No doubt for ever. Odious as war is, it would be prefer-
able to the deadening peace of an insect-like industrialism.

But these far horizons are beyond all living sight, while
the marvellous panorama of the Golden Horn lies radiant
below me. My luck is in : the weather has lifted : the
enchantress of Europe and Asia remains on the surface
as I knew and loved her fourteen years ago : there is the
suburb of Psamattia, from which we escaped, and the
warren of Sirkedji, where we hid, and Galata Bridge, and
the Tower of Christ in Pera. . . .

Half life is memory, the other half anticipation*

I have returned to the Armenian Patriarchate; revisited
the ancient walls of Constantinople : passed an hour at
the place where the Sleepless Ones kept vigil; searched
out the doorstep on which Peter and I waited one sum-
mer night of an almost unbelievable remoteness; and
walked in the Seraglio Gardens where I first met the
White Lady. The bench on which we sat is still there, but
the planes and myrtles round it have grown, and the
passers-by are brisker. But then this is the winter season,
and we are in the Turkey of Mustafa KemaL

A Turkish lady journalist is showing me the sights of
Constantinople, and has brought me to the Dormitory of
the White Eunuchs in the Seraglio Gardens. One of the
caretakers is a plump little dwarf eunuch.

" He hates women," my guide says (she is pretty and
aged about twenty). " When I first came here with visitors
he used to scream and turn his back on me. Now he knows
better.'5